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Secret Touch 


The pretty blonde interviewer is adjusting her microphone and leaning forward slightly. "You gentlemen, you are 


such good friends, yes?" 


Why yes, yes we are. In fact, we're such good friends that | plan to play Naked Human Pretzel with my "friend" 
for several hours once we're done with this stupid interview. Of course, | don't say that out loud, because 
what's the point of keeping a secret for 40 years if you're just going to blurt it out on the Dutch equivalent 
of “Entertainment Tonight"? On the other hand it's a fairly distracting mental image, so I'm glad that Ged is 
with me in this interview to pick up the slack. 


| watch him talk, and as | do, | know | look mildly interested rather than lovestruck -- it's a talent I've 
developed over the years. You learn how to do these things when you're hopelessly, terminally, deeply head- 


over-heels in love with someone and also hopelessly, terminally, deeply in the closet. 


Probably the hardest part of keeping things under wraps is remembering not to be too affectionate when 
anyone's watching. We get cut a certain amount of slack for being "ethnic", but there's only so much touching 
that red-blooded Canadian guys are supposed to go in for (even with their closest friends), and that certainly 
doesn't include most of the stuff I'd like to do with Ged in public. 


I'm not talking about sex, though I've fantasized for years about walking up to him in the middle of La Villa or 
something, dropping to my knees, and blowing him right there on the stage, audience be damned. Fortunately, 
l'm not that much of an exhibitionist. (Ged probably is, but that's another story altogether.) Anyway, that's 
not the point. The point is that we can't exactly hold hands and gaze into each other's eyes over our lattes at 
Starbucks, not unless we want to answer a lot of awkward questions and stare down the barrels of some very 


expensive divorce lawyers. 


Of course, we haven't been as careful as we probably could be, not 100% of the time. Its actually pretty 
amazing that we didn't get outed when we were in our early twenties, considering all the times we posed for 
photos hanging off one another like wet laundry. Then again, it was the Seventies. Everybody was a little gayer 
back then. 


We learned our lesson while we were recording Moving Pictures. A journalist came out to the studio to 
interview us about the new album, and it just happened to be on a day when | was fighting off a nasty case of 
the flu. | was dizzy and feverish and didn’t feel like talking, so | sat there with Neil and Ged, but | pretty much 
kept to myself. Ged, who was worried sick about me, noticed that | had been quiet, so pressed his forehead to 


mine and and gave me an encouraging little smile. He wanted to comfort me, but the cameras were rolling. 


At the time | was too exhausted to even think about it, but when we saw the footage it touched off a two- 

hour shouting match over how stupid it had been for him to do that. | actually cringed every time | looked at 
the paper or read Rolling Stone for the next six months. (As if Rolling Stone could be bothered to write about 
us.) In the end, though, | guess nobody cared. Well, there's a few fangirls who apparently freaked out about it 


on the Internet a year or so ago, but they'll freak out over anything, so I'm not too worried. 


Since we can't be publicly affectionate with each other, we've learned to express a lot with little touches and 
gestures, and that usually works pretty well. A nudge feels like a hug, and a smile feels like a kiss. 


It does kinda suck, though. If we'd been born just IO years later than we were, we'd probably never have 
hidden in the first place. Everything would be different. We'd just be like any other gross old couple, 
embarrassing everybody by snuggling during the Early Bird special at the local diner. Hell, we might even still 
have our careers! God, it's sort of depressing to think about what might have been.. 


On the other hand, maybe we're luckier than we know. If we could just hold hands and kiss and everything 
whenever we felt like it, I'd miss out on feeling my heart beat faster when his hand accidentally-on-purpose 
brushes mine. | might start taking it for granted when he leans up against me during a concert (giving me an 
opportunity to tell him what! plan to do to him during intermission). It certainly wouldn't be as exciting to 
finally get behind closed doors and rip each other's clothes off, either. 


| must have been lost in thought for longer than | realized, because Ged is waving his hand in front of my 
face to get my attention. "You'll have to excuse him," he says to the interviewer. "He's all out of sorts with 
the time zone change. Senior citizens need their rest, you know." His eyes crinkle up and he wiggles a little as 


he chuckles at his own joke. Lame! He might be the love of my life, but he's still the biggest dork in the world. 


| fake outrage at the "senior citizen’ crack, then jostle him lightly with my shoulder. Its a playful, buddy-buddy 
kind of move, but what | really mean is "I love you, you goofy dweeb." And from the brilliant grin he flashes 


my way, | know that he heard me loud and clear. 


